until the election.  When will that be?"

"Just under three weeks; two and a half weeks."

"So you have a fortnight at least before the serious
trouble. A fortnight is a long time, Prince; much may
be done in a fortnight. Your army is moved to the east;
I heard about that at Antioch. How far from The City
is it?"

"The advanced base is at Myra at present. The stores
at Antioch, Caesarea and so forth have been filled. The
troops are echeloned along the roads from Lycia to
Nicaea. Most of them are in the Cities of the Churches;
all the five regiments are there/'

"That would be a week's march, I suppose? You
haven't recalled them?"

"No. My uncle has refused to move a man. It will
take a week for a message to reach them. The rain has
been bad; the roads will be flooded and the bridges
down."

"The sun will shine this morning," she said. "You
can flash orders and use the telegraph arms."

"Ah, no," he said. "They are in the winter-quarters,
not expecting to be moved. Most of them'll be in billets,
in farms, in parties of half a dozen. It will take the com-
manders perhaps a week to concentrate, if there come
snow or hard frost, and there may be either, or both, at
any moment. It is the hardest thing to move troops in a
hurry. You see, the difficulty is one of supply. If those
four thousand horse are to move back, forage and pro-
vision will have to be moved to meet them, and guarded
on the way; it is no small task, on winter roads. My
uncle forbids me to move a man, moreover."

"You command those troops," she said, simply. <rYour
order suffices, your uncle need know nothing whatever
about it till they are here. Order them back to The City
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